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Keep Awake and 1n Step

With the Busy World

Once upon a time,

So runs the story,

The Rev -end Doctor Snow,

A preach ,

And teacher

Of the Word,

Found his discourses were getting slow
And falling on dull ears, unheeded.
Persons in the pews,

Even the deacons,

Would take a snooze.

So the good Doctor wondered what was needed
To rouse the spirit and the flock awaken
Ere all by Satan should be overtaken.

The Doctor’s tipple had been tea,
A mild Bohea.

He tried Gunpowder

And talked much louder;

Pounded the pulpit pillow

Till the dust flew all about.

Still the congregation,

Without cessation,

Snored on, though he would shout
And roar like angry ocean’s billow.

One day he read our “ad”

Telling the virtues of our Jersey Coffee.
He did not scoff ; he

Bought a package and good Mrs. Snow
And he sat down to drink.

How he did think! *

His mind was all aglow;

He saw no more as by a candle dim,
But all was clear as an electrie glim.

And when he preached

The thoughts he reached

Were as with gold bedight;

And ideas new, with illustrations bright,

He gave unto his flock each Sunday morn and night,

No slumber in the pews! now, every deacon
Heard all the speakin’,

And taking the Doctor’s hand

Said “Good land!

That sermon’s full of power,

And from this hour

We calkilate, an’ reckon—an’ it follers—

We'll have to raise ye jest two hundred dollars.”

L. A. KINSEY

BROKERS AND DEALERS IN

CHICAGO GRAIN AND PROVISIONS,

NEW YORK STOCKS AND BONDS.

All trades filled at existing quotations.
Correspondence solicited.

TELEPHONE 1375.

68 East Wabash, in Denison Hotel

AMUSEMENTS.

Immediate settlements made.

The experience of Rever-
end Doctor Snow here
given may be yours.

Jersey

Coftee

-
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Is for weary workers with
hands and brain.

It is a choice, carefully
selected berry, browned (not
ground), and put up in
packages.

Ask your grocer for

Jersey
Coffee

And take no other.

PUT UP BY

aEw - L

DAYTON SPICE MILLS Co0,

DAYTON, O.

FRANK S. FISHBACK

INDIANAPOLIS,
Manufacturers’Agent for [ndiana

& CO.,

GRAND °"vse

sameae ghts and 1 To-morrow Night

ENGLISH'S OPERA-HOUSE

sariner, seorvaive } THURSDAY, MARCH 24.

HARRY P. MAWSON'S GREAT MILITARY COMEDY,

REBEL”

lhesesew

With an elaborate scenic production and beautiful costumes, Just as at the
Fourteenth-street Theater, New York,

FANNY GILLETTE
EDWARD R. MAWSON

P -

AND A POWERFU'L C.AST.

PRICES—Gallery, 15¢; Balcony, 25¢; Dress Cirole, 50¢; Orchestra, 75c; Orchestra Circle, $1.
Seats on Sale To.morrow Morning.

P A R K i GRET siow iis W

THEATER

Elaborate Scemery! : : :

THE POPULAR YOUNG ACTOR,

*N. 5. WOOD ~

IN THE REALISTIC COMEDY-DRAMA, THE

PRESENTED WITH

And a Superb Company!

--- ..y

I YRk

+ Novel Mechanical Effects!

In his entirely new and reconstruoted Sublime
EVERY PROPERTY
Embellished with Flashes of Cenuine Lightuing,
ELECTRICAL
75¢: Orchestra and Boxes, $1.
DAY and " 1 [
e MARCH 252026
Return !:nnnmem-or Miss
— AND HER —
e anJy
PRICES -All Lower Floor, £1.50; Balcony., re-

THE PRODUCTION A MARVEL OF STAGE MECHANISM AND MAGNIF CENCE.

THE EMINENT AMERICAN ACTOR,
-wmmun--m
s B ses
Seeulo and Dramatic Production of
EVERY BCENE z NE"V
s _
_ 1 MECHANICAL n \
MARVELOCS ErfECTS
Matinee prices, 25¢ and Sle.
BATURDAY
:
AGNES
OPERA COMPANY
As perforined by her 346 cousccutive times at the
aerved, The; Balcony, B0e; Gallery, 25¢. Matinee

MR. LEWIS 166 ! F ! IR

MEPHISTO

X A U S T :

EVERY COSTUME

The Wonderful ‘Brocken Seene’

PRIOES—Gallery, 25¢: Balcony, 50¢; Dress Circle,

GRAND | Extra
Presenting P anquette’s Greatest Opera,

wiigce Lhe silne. Scalsou sule to-wmurrow morulng.

POPULAR-—10¢c, 20c¢c. 80c—PRICES.

PRICE FIVE CENTS.

MR. BOK'S LITERARY GOSSIP

B

The Home in Which a Famous Poet En-
tertained Writers of a Past Period.

e

Where E. P. Roe Lived and Wrote His Novels—
A Novelist's Grave—Amelia E. Barr's Mount-
ain Home—News of the Inner Circles.

e

Bpecial Correspondence of the Sunday Journal,

Corxwarr, N. Y., March 18 —~The literary
associations which clnster around a small

community are ofttimes very interesting,
and especially is this true of the several
towns which vorder on the banks of the
Hudson river. Outside of New England,
perhaps, there is no Eastern Jocality which

i8 80 fraught with literary memories as 18
this old sleepy town of Cornwall,

.1t 18 now nearly forty-five years ago that
Natbhaniel P, Willis first made known his

“ldlewild” retreat, and more than twenty-
five years have passed since he left it to be
taken to Mount Aubarn, near Boston. The
“Idlewild” of to-day 1s still green to the
memory of the poet. Bince Willis's death
the place has passed mm tuarn into
varions hands, until now it is the

home of a wealthy New York lawyer,
who has spent thousands of dollars

on the house and grounds. The old house
still stands, and here and there in the

grounds remains a suggestion of the times
of Willis. I'he famous pine-drive leading
to the mansion, along which the greatest
literary lights of the Knlckerbocker period
passed during its palmy daye, still remains
intact, the dense growth of the trees only
making the road the more picturesgue.
The brook at which Willis often sat still
runs through the grounds as of yore, In
the house everything is remodeled and
modernized. The room from whose win-
dows Willis was wont to look over the
Hudson, and where he did most of his

charming writing, 1s now & bed-chamber,
modern in its every appointment and sug-
gesting its age only by the high ceiling and
curious mantel. Visitors are now denied
the gronnds, a forbidding sign announcing
to tho wanderer that the 125 acres of “*ldle-
wild” are "Private Grounds.” This re-
striotion was found necessary, one of the
occupants informed me, bLecause of the
liberties taken by visitors, who still come,
almoat every week, to see the place made
famous by the “dude poet of the Hudson,”
as he {s st:ll called by the old residents of
Cornwall.
THE HOME OF E. P. ROE,

Only a few city Llocks from Idlewild
is the house where lived E. P. Roe. the an-
thor of so many popular novels, as numer-

ous almost in number as the several hun-
dreds of thousands of circulution which

they secured. The Roe houss is unoccu-
pied, and bas been since the death of the
novelist. For a time the widow and some
members of her family resided there,

but Mrs. Roe now lives in New York,
and the Cornwall place is for sale. There
are twenty-three acres to itin all, and,
save what was occupied by the houee, ev-
ery inch of gronnd wasntilizéd by thenov-
elist in his hobby for fine fruits and rare
flowers. Now nothing remainsof the beauty
once 80 characteristic of the place. For
four years the grounds hawe missed the
care of their creator. Where once were
the novelist’s celebrated strawberry beds
are now only grass and weeds. Ly
erything is grown over, Iy o few trees
tmlnmg as eVidevee that the grounds

ere ever known for their cultivated prod-
acts. A Iarge board sign announces the
fact that the entire place is for sale, but
the price of $25,000 asked forit Ly the es-
tate 18 forbidding to purchasers, the nat-
ives of Cornwall tell me. I'l'e Iloe place is
in the heart of the villag:, and as one
reaches it from Lhis descent of the mountain
the regret comes that the novelist did not
throw his tent on the higher grounds just
behind the place he selected.

It is but a few steps from the home where
he wrote his ‘noted books, raised bis delh-
cious fruits, and passed away that E. P,
Roe is buried, His grave 1s m the little
Presbyterian cemetery of the village, close
on the banks of the Hudson. The spot is
one of the most beautiful imaginable.
Overarched by trees, the ground has a

radual slope towards the river, while a
fifteen-mile view up the Hndson reveals
itself. It is easy to nunderstand how
one s0 thoroughly in love with nature as
was the novelist should wish at his death
to sleep in such a nook, carved out, one
might easily imagine, b{: nature herself,
for her ardent admirer. Everything about
the plot showe that the place is not for-
gotten. A large block of granite marks
the resting place of the romancer,
while on it his name is carved twice,
the first, “Edward Payson Roe,” us a fam-
ily record, while the second, “E. P. Roe,”
at the base of the stone, indicates the pub-
licman. At the left side of the anthor re-
pose his mother and father, while a dozen
other smaller monuments show thagitis
the family burying gronnd, It is, 1nUeed,
o spot of beauty—just the nichein a vast
country whore the author of “*Near to Nat-
ure’s Heart” should rest,

AN AUTHOR'S MOUNTAIN HOME.

Away upon the mountain side, flanked
on the right by Storm King mountain and
on the left by Deer Hill, is the pretty road-
side cottage home of Amelia E. Barr. The
place is a mute testimony of the novelist's
success, it having been bought by her last
spring from the profits of her literary

work, It stands some six hundred fest
above the Hudson, with a view of
landscape that stretches to the Cats-
kills. Here, where one feels closer to
hia Creator and farther from his fellow-
men, Mrs., Barr writes the stories which
bring her an income of over 28000 a year
and make her one of the most successful
povelists of the day. In the upper part of
the bouse is her study. and during the sum-
mer daylight finds her at her desk. Four
In the morning is not considered too early
an hour by Mrs Barr to have her ven in
hand, provided it is dsglmh:. In winter
she begins at 7. Her days are method-
ical. She writes by hand all morning,
and at 1 sits down to the best dinner pro-
curable. Then, for an hour, she plays at
her organ, when she returns to her study
and t{ransfers ber morning work to the
type-writer. Then comes a drive, then a
light repast, while the evening 18 given
over to her family and sveh friends as may
drepo in. ‘I'wo ol Mrs. Barr's daughters re-
side with her—an unmarried girl of
twenty-three yenra‘ and her mar-
ried daughter, Mrs, Morgan. No
men are about the place, a
magnificent English mastiff, almost the
size of a young horse, acting as protector.
Inside the home comfort reigns supreme.
Fiowers are profuse, and so are books.
Periodicals fill tables and standa. and in
every reapect it is a literary home,

LITERARY TOILETS AND CITY LIFE.

Itis a noticeable fact that our literary
workers are more and more tending to-
wards homes away from the e¢ities for
doing their literary work. There is
no queation that city life and its
interruptions is distracting to the

literary man or woman. and he must he a
skillful workman who can follow his eraft
and fultill at the same time the social obli-
gations which a home in the city exacts,
The one is undoubtedly incompatible with
the other. Frank R. 8tockton found it ont,
and moved to New Jersey. Henry M.
Alden, the editor of “Harper's Magazine.”
has for years lived in Jersey, and never re-
tarns to New York once he leaves
it for the day. George William
Curtis and William Winter, live on
Staten 1sland, and _thna s*gnre seclusion,
Bret Harte told me in London last sammer
that he always avoids the town when Le
writes a story, and hiesawaytoasuburban
retreat. HKider Haggard writes his stories
also nnder rural seclusion. Mary E. Wil-
kina does all ber literary work iu her New
England country home. Sarah Orne Jew-
ett is much in Poston, bnt when she has
work 1n hand she goes to her quiet howe in

Mamne. Itis unquestionably true that the
wise aunthor is he who lives away from the
great cities, far enough away to secure se-
clusion and yet sufliciently near to be in
touch with tbe publishers and editors.
Two or three ot our prominent New York
authors are finding this out, and next sea-
son will find a still stronger tendency on
the part of literary workers to forsake the
metropolis. A home in & great city means
the loss of valuable time and mouey to the
average literary worker. While from its
life and peopls he may get the incidents
for his work, he 18 sensible if he has a
suburban home to which he can ﬂg and
work ont his material and avoid the dis-
tractine interruptions of city life,

LITERARY PLANS AND GOSSIP.

I understand that Gen. Fitz Hugh Lee
has completed about one-halr of the life of

Gen. Robert E. Lee upon which he hasbeen
engaged for some time for the Appletona.

It will probably be the new year before
the book 18 on the market,

There is a pleasing prospect in the fact
which I incidentally learned a few days
ago that the Hon. Cari Schurz is engaged

in writing his *Reminiscences of Pablic
Men and Events,” Mr. Schurz’'s life bas
been a busy one; he has been associated
with famous measures, his knowledge of
men is wide, and his observation of that
keen character which sees and remembers,
Such a book by one so well able to wrise it
would have a distinct literary and his-
torioal value,

What promises to be a notabia article on
the davelopment of modern fire-arms will
shortly come from the pen of Dr. Richard
J. Gathing., the inventor of the famous
Gatling gun. The article wiil appear in
one of the popular magazines,

Clinton Sceollard, whois perhaps the most
talented of the younger school of poets,
will shortly pnt through the pressa volume
of his Oriental poems.

In his home in Georgia Gen. James Long-
street now devotes most of his time to lit-
erary work. The result of the winter's
work will probably be a narrative em-
bodying General Longstreet's experiences,
to be oalled ““A Soldier Under Two Flags,”
c':)ert;mly a most attractive title for a war

ook.

Mrs, M. G. Van Rensselaer's Century
articies on English cathedrals and their
arohitecture are being collected, and will
probably be brought out in the autumn in
book form. Speaking of Mrs. Van Rens-
selaer’'s work, it is not generally known, I
think, that much of the art criticism ap-
pearing 1o the New York Sun is from her

n.

Dr. Theodore L. Cunyler's later sermons as
a Brookiyn pastor are being pngand by
the divine for publication in a book.

Epwanrp W, Bok.,
[Copyright.)

—- G
MARYX ANDERSON'S DEBUT.

Her Old Manager Gives Some Reminiscences
of Her First Eangagement Iln New York,
Stephen Fiske, in the Metropolitan.

They came on from Boston, and I met
them at the Sturtevant Hotel. They were
like a party of country people visiting
New York for the first time—anxions, sus-
picious, afraid of being imposed upon and
nervonsly desirons of convincing me that
they were not at all astonished, por
bewildered, nor strange in the great
metropolis. Dr. Grifin was eager for
money; Mary was eager to act; Mrs. Griflin
bad the brains of the party, and was
evidently a Kentucky lady. 1 offered such
fair terms that Dr. Griflin was afraid there
might be some trap 1 them. Finaliy a
contract was signed and the rehbearsale
began.

Mary Anderson was then alvery tall beau-
tiful girl; her figure undeveloped; her
voice a deep contralto, her self-possesssion
remarkable. She reminded me of a thor-
oughbred colt before it had been trained
intoracing form. She confided to,me that
she hiked applanse, and knew how to
secure it by rawsine her powerful voice
and shouting at the gallery. This was
literally all she did know of the art of act-
ing. She was childishly jealous of more ex-
perienced actresses and thoroughly con-
scious of the advantages of her youth and
beauty. But her mother was more beauti-
ful and bad much more grace, tact and re-
finement.

““The Lady of Lyons” was delected for her
New York debunt on Nov, 12 1877, The
scenery was in stock, for Miss Neilson, Miss
Davenport and Edwin Booth bad previous-
l{ played the piece at the Fifth-avenue.
When Miss Anderson heard this she in-
sisted that all the doors, windows and
stairs should be changed. She could
not act on the same side of the
stago as Miss Neilson. - Bhe conld not go up
the stairs L. C., like Miss Davenport. It
was impossible to humor these whims with.
out reconstructing the theater, so I hit
upon the casy expedient of devising imag.
inary scenes for Miss Neilson and Miss
Davenport. Then Miss Aunderson wanted
them al) different, and so it happened that
the stock scenes were different and were
joyfully accepted. All thiswaslikea e¢hald
pluivmn at acting. )

Miss Anderson was then inordinately
fond of the theater., Tocome into it imme-
diately after breakfast; rebearse all the
day; see a performance as night, and sit in
front, talking things over, long after all
the lighta. except those of the nightwateh-
man, had been put out—this was her idea
of enjoyment. lier costumes for Paghine
were something terrible. I begged her
to go to Lord & Taylor's and buy dresses
for “The Lady of Lyons;” but her mother
resented my managerial interference, and
assured me that the Louwsville people
greatly samired Mary’s magniticent cos-
tames. It was mmpossible not to laugh at
such simplicity, and equally possible not
to be charmed by it

Miss Anderson was so utterly unknown
in New York that, on the firet night, there
was only a $00 house, However, | had pa-
pered it into a large audience, and Mary
plaved scraight at them and was much ap-
planded. The hit of the play was made
when she thundered through the cottage
scene after the marriage.

After counnting np the hounse with Dr,
Griffin, 1 inyited the partv to supper. The
doctor and myself went across to their
lodgings for the ladies, and found theyoung
American tragedienne sitting on a trunk
and eating a cold vork chop from her fingers,
She was too tired to dress for Delmonico’s
and we had supper at the nearest
restanrant. On the way the windows of
a candy store attracted her, apvd we
stopped for some molasses candy. To see
the future queen of the stage eating mo-
lasses candy and raw oysters alternately
was a study for an wsthetic manager. But
she enjoyed both as thoroughly as she then
enjoyed acting, and looked perfectly lovely
with her elbows on the table.

Modjeska was engaged to follow Mary
Anderson and 1 was unfortunate enongh to
recommend the young tragedienne to
study the finished methods of the Polish
actress. This caused a coolness between
us which lasted for several yvears. Before
Modjeska made her great success in
“Camille,” and while she was playing to
empty seats, Miss Anderson would stalk
mnto the theater, lovk around complaceantly
and remark cheerfually:

“Your great actress does not draw any
better houses than the rough American
girl, does shet!”

—— o
Be Careful How You Use Vaseline,
Pittsburg Chronicle-Telegraph.

Ladies should be careful how they use
vaseline on the face, for the resultof a
number of experiments has induced the
suspicion that a persistent use ot it will
cause hair to grow on almost any part
of the face. I'bere have been instances
known of ladies inducing a heavy growth
of bair on the upper lip and chin by using
vassline to drive away pimples. Like somse
other medicines, vaseline is too new to al-
low of all its propertiea being yet known,
but the fact that it will induce & growth
of hair if persistently nsed seems to be well
kpown. Youn might recommend it to your
bald-beaded friends, however.

—— . el A e
Mispiaced Charity.
Fhiladelphin Presa'

Charity of the sidewalk is the poorest
sort of charity. It is a curse to him who
gives and him who takes. It takes so
muach money from legitimate avenues that
reach the aeserving and throws it to the
frauds whose fictitions tale of woe, in-
vented to aroumse sympathy and open
vocket-books, is the only interesting thing

about them,
_——— ——.-——

Nirs. Korer's Discovery.
New York Cemmercial Advertisor.
It wasintendea that men should cook,
not women, Men love to eat,

THE LONE STATION-TENDER

i

True Story of the Early Days omn the
Famous Wells-Fargo Stage Line.

A ———

“Goose Creek John's" Adventurs with a Pand
of Thieving Cheyennes—Monitor Fort and
Dug-0Out—Twoe Good Incians Discovered.

———

HERE WAS no -

‘dex, either in foce or
manner, as to how

long Lie had tarried on
this earth. He might

have been twenty-
five or he might

have been forty-five
It would take a

birth registerto de-
tersamne, Slender,

wiry, flaxen-hair ed,
beardless, with
sloping shoulders, a

shambling gsit and
a frightened look 1n

his pale-blue eyes.

Such was ""Goose Creek John” in 1865-6-7,
though an examination of the pay-rolls of
the Wells-Fargo Stage Company, then op-
erating the stage-line from the Western
terminus of the Kansas Pacific to Denver,
to discovera more Christian appellation,
and even then one could not be sure of
finding bis baptismal pame if Jobhn had
ever even undergone that ceremony.

During the years mentioned, the Chey-
ennes and Arapahoes had been carrying
on a series of depredations on the plains
of western Kansas and Nebraska and
eastern Colorado, and had captured over
four hundred horses dnd mules from the
Wells-Fargo Company on the Smoky Hill
route, and. had killed many stationmen,
stock-tenders, stage drivers and express

messengers. Stoock-tending became so
hazardous alife at lonely, far-away stutions
that any one who would take the job conld
count on a hundred and fifty dollars &
month with much greater certainty than
the time be might be permitted to enjoy
the salary. Stage drivers were on the
pay-roil for two hundred dollars a month,
and at stations where in times of safety
the wages were only fifty dellars & month,
were doubled.

One of the most 2xposed stations on the
Smokey Hill ronte was Goose creck, about
two hundred miles east of Denver. This
was a sluggish little stream, deeply impreg-
nated with alkali, and at times and in
places 1itdisappeared in the sand ultouth;r.
as if ashamed of itseif, 1o come to the sur-
face again for a breath of the desert air.
‘There was a rude barn at Goose creek, in
which was kept a relay of horses for the
east-bound stages due at Goose creek at 1
A. M., and a relay for the west-Lound
stages due at 3 A. M., darly. This schedule
was subject to changes withont any notice
to patrons of the line and stages were sel-
dom on time at Goose creek, beiag late
from ene hour to four days, according to
tbe time card as revised by the Cheyennes
and Arapahoes. )

John was the only man who covld be in-
duced to stay at Goose creek. He was en-
titled to an assistant, but could get no one
to share the danger with him, and by anar-
rangement with the superintendent by
which each thought he had the Letter bar-

ain, John was drawing $300 a month,
gaif this amount being for a mythical as-
sistant who appeared on the pay-roll, but
no where else, The stoock-tenders’ shack

or shanty at this station was of the piecs
nresque architectural yarlety known as &
aside-hlll dugont, three of its walls being
the solid banks of the bill, while the front
was of sods laid as in a wall three feet
thick. In this front was a door of pine
boards 1n the upper part of which wasa
sash with four ten by twelve panes of glasa,

Thirty feet from this door was a ""'moni-
tor fort” commanding the single entrance
to the sbhack. This was a hole in the
ground, five feet deep, eight fect across, a
wall rising eighteen inches abové grouad,
the whole covered with timbers and a
thick layer of sods and earth. There were
port-holes in this eighteen-inch wall on
every side, while within the fort were
eight loaded muskets and one hundred
rounds of ammunition.

Within the shack was a stove, the pipe
appearing just above the earth being the
only indication of a habitation on the hill-
side, and when the stove was in operation
the curl of smoke would be more likely to
suggest a swoldering volcano than any-
thing else. By an arrangement of stakes
and rough boards a table had been made,
and similar ingenuity had devisea a box
which was filled with prairie bay. On a
few pegs driven into the dirt wall hung
the scact supply of John’s wearing ap-
parel, and a shelf was bhas library, which
consisted of tho “Life of John A. Murrel,
the Pirate of the Mississippl,” *Dick Tor-
pin,” “Leni Leoti,” *Rosalie, the Prairio
Flower,” and a well-thumbed pack of
Steamboat playing cards.

The sole recognition of art was in a
cheap printof Jobn C, Heenan and Jom
Sayers in the prize-ring and ready for bat-
tle. Mr. Heenan displayed an exaggerated
amount of Irish-American biceps and the
Briton was Fo;tn_yed with a» like pre-
ponderance of English punching power,

One afternoon 1n August John had di-
vested himself of his most intimate com-
panions, a pair of “Colt's navies,” and was
proceeding with the cnlinsr{ duties pre-
cedent to supper. Ie was trying to pacify
a spattering skilletful of gravy and at the
same time keep a turbulent quart of cof
feo from boiling over, when he became
aware of a poenomenon. The light from
the door was shut off as by an eclipee, a
circumstance that had not been predicted
in hisalmanaec.

The eclipse was due to the interposition
of the forms of two stalwart Cheyenne
braves. “Ugh,” remarked one of these
red warriors, sniffing the preparations for
lupBer. “Injun heap hungry.” The other,
withont remark, removed John's rdvolvers
from the peg where he bad hung them.

Though John had no contract with the
government to feed the red children of the
plains, he at once made himself asamiable
as any hoat need be. The Cheyennes seat-
ed themselves at the table, and John be-
gan to serve the rations, The visitors
placed their own guns within casy reach,
while the “navies” they bad appropriated
lay upon the table beside their tin plates,

As Johu served the food over their shoul-
ders he showed himself very awkward, and
as he went to pour the boiling-hot cofiee he
stumbled and splashed a liberal quantity
over their naked backs. The red brethren
were writhing in pain when Jobn met with
another misbap. This time he dropped the
ecalding coffee altogether, and as he did so
snatchea the revolvers tfrom the iable and
began firing as bhe backed ount from the
door. A guick run and ho made the Mon.
itor fort, into which he dropped through
the hole 1n the top.

Several minutes passed. There was no
sound from the shack, but from the barn
came an occasional whinny of one of the
stage horses. He commanded the ouly
place of exist from the shaek and he knew
the Cheyennes too well to suppose that
they would expose themselves to his fire.
He reasouned further that these two hrsvoa

were probably only scouts of some ban

near by who were awaiting their return
with a report of the lay of the land.

John, within bis foot, scanned the bori-
zon, and at the close of an hour, discovered
no fewer than ten bunches of featbers,
which he rightly jndged to belong to as
many ditferent reds Iving bebind sand
kuvolls. Night was coming on, and be weil
knew thatdarkuess would bring these rob-
bers to the oarn and that bLis sealp might
Ko with the horses as a part of the pro-
ceeds of the foray.

The big red son dipped behind the prairie
and twilight came on, which was soon soe-
ceeded by darkness. Out of the silenoce
came the moan of the west wind, the hoot
of the prairie owl and the sharp bark of
the coyote, The horses in the barn, de-
prived of their asual evening feed. whin-
nied and stamped 1mpatiently. [There was
nosound from the two prisoners 1n the
shack, and John wondered whether he had
really done for them, or were they walting
fordarkness to cover their escape,

By this time the munpatient and excited
borges made it certain to the watcher in
the fort that the Indians were near enongh
to the barn for the horsesa to get a whitf of
them. Soon this was succeeded by snorts
and sounds of terror, and be knew that the
redskins had gained entrance. He heard
the doors fly open and the frightened
horses rush out into the night followed by
the keen velp of the braves. Next a faint
glow showed through the open door of the
barn and then the tlames were leaping up
the dry boards while the Cheyennes were
revealed disappearing over the sand dunes
following the horses,

“Is thar all? inguired the reporter of
John H. Martin, who told the story, and
who, nlong in the sixties and early sevene
ties, was familhiar with life on the plains
Mr. Martin said no, and went on to finish
his narrative.

Johp, knowing the patience of the wily
red, waited. He desired to know the exactd
condition of his guests in the shack. le-
side, some other enterprising member of
tbe band might have remaned behind,
The barn waas soon & heap of coals and eind
ders. These the wind rolled over the sand
unt:l in a few hours the place upon which
the Lbarn had been was swept almost clean.

Shortly after midnight a horn was heard
blown by the driver of the out-bonncf
stage. It was a welcome sound to John,
who, as the horses, panting from their ten-
mile drive over the heavy sand, came near,
crawled out of the hole in the {rnnnd.

*“Hello,Jobhn,”said brave old Dick Wright,
the driver, throwing down the reins, “what
in b—l's up! Red-skins, ¢h?! Get any of
'em¥”’

“It's & lee-tle am-bi-gu-ons,” drawled
John, placing a huge quid of tobacco in hisg
cheek: “le's go see.”

Reeping out of range of the window, they
walked to the shack and cautiously
opened the door. The half-moon bad risen,
and by its light they discovered the forms
of two Indians—two very, very good
Indians. who would never go upon =
man-hunting or a horse-stealing expedi=
tion sgain.

“And that's how,” said Mr Martin,
“that wiry, nervy cuss, who didn't weigh
more’'n s hundred and ten pounds, q:t the
nom-de-plume of ‘Goose-creek John.’
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WOMEN SOMETIMES PROPOSE.

In the Novels They Do It with Tears, but in
Real Life Perhaps Without,
New York Evenlug Sun,

February of this leap year is gone, bu$
thure are almost ten months left 1n which
for women to exercise their uudoubted
privilege. Practically women propose to
men moch more oiten than is bLelieved;
and curiously the recorded instances,
anpd they are not few, show that ladieg
exercise the privilege without referenoe to
leap year.

The ideal relation between man and
woman is when Atalants runs and Hippo-
menes pursues. but Atalanta is so incume
bered with garments tbat she can no
longer run. Her change in costame illuse
trates the network of restraining costumes
with which civilization has entangled her
movements. The dear girl can now only
linger abont, and use the sigunals left ber
ber coquetry and her tears; and if now
then ste solves the situnatioh more sume
marily it is not sarprisang. This she does
in her own way.

Lady Geraldine, in “Lady Geraldive's
Conrtghipn,” woos *“Mister” Bertram with
engaging frankvess and chivalrous devos
tion; and, moreover, endows him with al!
her worldly goods—not in phrase, but in
fact. Elaine's wooing of Launcelot, the
most determined advocate of women's
rights would agree, goes too far. Elaine,
indeed, is as forward a young woman as is
produced in either literature or life, The
advantages of a delicate constitution are
seen 10 the immunity accorded to her cone
duect.

But it is not alone the poets who record
the proposals made by women to men.
Lady Castlewood virtoally proposed ta
Henry Esmond, talling on her knees in an
appropriate mapner, with burning wor
but, alas, with tears. In "Middlemarch
Dorothea proposed to Will Ladislaw,
not without encouragement, certain.
ly. However, Will only spoke of
love, “But we can marry, some
time,” snggested Dorothea; then she broke
into tears. Evidently when women dd

ropose to men the most successful manner
is the most lachrymose. Thus Jo proposes
to her German doctor in *“Little Women,”
and in Miss Thackeray’s story, *‘Jack, the
Giant Killoer,” the e¢urate's daughter en.
gulfs poor Jack in a lady-like flood of
tears. _ e e o

On the contrary, in Miss Wilkine's latest
story, Juliza, the heroine, astraightiorward
girl, proposes frankly to the young man
with whom she was keeping compauy, s
they went bome from sincing-school. He
besitates and sbe thinksbe is coy. He still
hesitates, and she asks him if he loves an-
other. He confesses that he does; then
Juhiza helpn him to win her. In “"Castle
Richmond” Trollope makes his elderly
Countess propose without erying, and she
18 rejected.

The proposal of the Queen of England to
Prince Albert, which she has recorded her-
self, is a notanble instance 1n real life,
Without evidence it has always been sup-

that the DBaroness Burdett-Contts
took the iniative in her marriage. 71 hast
Mrs. Hopkins-Searles proposed Mr, Searles
has testified ou his ocath. Mra Searles, in
fact, proposed several times and was re-
jected.
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Prelty Easter Favors In Paper.
Philadeiphia Press.

The different kinds of faney and useful
articles ruade of paper are on the increase,
Easter favors and favors for the Easter ger-
maus are the latest, and are all made of vi0.
Jet paper of the same shade. The very at-
est favor ordered and designed bi s lady of
this city for a german on Easter Monday is
a dainty heart-shaped cigarette-holder and
another fancy-shaped box tilled with candy
matches. As a dinver favor the same thing
is usvd, only 1o the shape of an ordinary
cigarette-box. These are passed around to
the gentiemen with the collee, and to the
Indies are given the same kind of boxes
filled with bon-bouns in the shape of egags

A umique idea for draping a toilet table
at o country bhouse is to use the imported
French crepe paper instead of mushin. The
stand, looking-glasa, and drapery above the
looking-glass are of paper and strewn here
and there with bouches of violets. It s
something quite new, fresh and cool, be-
sides producing a verv pretty efiect.

The latest tlowers revroduced in paper
are orebids, and the imitation is wonder-
fully real. Pinks, violets, buttercups, and
wild roses are also well made and are mach
used for timming hats.
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Two Classes of Pianista,

Willlam Mason, in the Century.

There must always be two general classes
of pianiste—those whose 1nterpretation
changes with every mood, while the play-
ing always remains poetie, fervent, artistio
and inspired, Dbecause it is 1mpos-
sible for them to do violenoce
to the musical nature which the
have received Ly the grace of God
and others whose plaving lacks warmth
and abandon, notwithstanding the fact
that it 18 carelul, conscientions, artistio,
and in the higheest degree tinisned. 1he
performances of the latter are invariably
nniform, and are exact to such a degree
that ons can anticipate with great acou-
racy each accent, emphasis, nuance and
turming of rbrne from beginning to end,
Of these classes Habenstein and Bualow
present good illustrations in contrast.

——— —

Two Halvea
Phtadelphia Record.

An uptown woman eclaims to bhave a
brother twelve feet high. She has twe

balf brothers each six feot in height




